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to finish the job : his lips turned blue, an infuriated
resigned expression appeared on his yellow face. He stopped
whistling, laid down the knife, and wriggled his shoulders as
though cold.
" Mikhail Gregorich, namesake, go and fetch me a piecel
of sacking or something,  and  I'll lie down," he  asked
Mishatka.
" But what for ? " the boy asked inquisitively.
" I want to be ill/'
"What for?"
" Oh, the way you stick, just like burrs ! Why, my time
has come to be ill, that's all! Fetch it quick ! "
" But how about my rake ? "
" I'll finish it later/'
A violent shiver racked Mishka's body, and his teeth
chattered.     He   stretched   himself   out   on   the   sacking
Mishatka brought, then took off his cap and covered hia.
face with it.
" Have you fallen ill already ? " Mishatka asked bitterly.
" Yes, I'm ill now/'
" But what are you shivering for ? "
" It's the fever shaking me/'
" But what are you chattering your teeth for ? "
With one eye Mishka glanced from under the cap at his
troublesome little namesake, smiled curtly, and ceased to
answer his questions. Mishatka stared at him in alarm, and
ran into the hut.
" Granny, uncle Mikhail's lain down under the shedr
and he's shivering and shivering till he's almostj
dancing/'
IKnichna looked out of the window, went to the table,
and was long, long silent, turning something over in her
mind.
" Why don't you say something, granny ? " Mishatka
asked impatiently, tugging at the sleeve of her bodice.
Ilinichna turned to him and said firmly :
" Little one, take a blanket and carry it out to him, the
anti-Christ, so that he can cover himself. It's fever that's
shaking him, a sort of illness. Can you carry the blanket ? "
She went across to the window again, gazed out into the
yard, and said hurriedly: " Stop, stop! Don't bother,
there'-s no need/'